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Erwin Kohn. God! If I could only get out of this.

Peter Hofer. What on earth induced you to come back ,
here, when you were safely in Paris?

Erwin Kohn.

[Shrugs his shoulders.]

Why? Every morning in Paris I went for a walk in the
Bois de Boulogne. That's a park, like the Tiergarten in
Berlin. One morning, in April, I saw the buds on the
branch of a tree, it smelt of spring and the people were
happy and laughing for no reason; I don't know why,
but I felt homesick. I couldn't bear the idea of the
people all talking a foreign language. I saw the birches
on the Wannsee, and I smelt the sand of the Mark
and the pine-woods. I ran back to the hotel, packed
my bag, borrowed my railway fare and came back.
Can you understand that?

Peter Hofer. No. I don't yearn for a prison. I can fear a
prison, but not love it,

Erwin Kohn. Isn't it your fatherland also?

Peter Hofer. My fatherland is wherever there is freedom.

Erwin Kohn. I didn't want to believe any longer what was
written in the French newspapers. It isn't possible, I
said to myself, it isn't possible. You've known these
people, Mueller of the Landsbergerstrasse and Schmidt
of Friedrichshain; they were kind-hearted men who
lived and let live, they can't have become murderers
and sadists over night. I felt I had to see Schmidt and
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